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turned my eyes towards the scene of enchantment
of the day before. But that morning was no morning
for quiet contemplation but quick packing up for
the move forward. By nine I had dressed, packed,
breakfasted, and left lovely Lake Louise long, long
behind.

Once down on the main station, we all waited for
the daily express, and when it steamed in there was
a general rush for the observation-car. The scenery
being seen at its best from this car and accommoda-
tion being limited in it,, it was as a rule filled up in a
few minutes; but I somehow always managed to
station myself where the car stopped and so never
in all my small and big journeys through this scenic
wonderland of Canada failed to secure a seat in it.
However, all the hustling I did that morning was
only for a couple of hours1 run on the express, but it
was worth it. The Canadian Pacific passes through
the heart of the Rockies, and so the scenery had all
along been grand and interesting, but that morning
we passed through the celebrated Kicking Horse
Pass, and for an hour or two we were treated to the
most sublime, most majestic and exalting pano-
rama of mountains and valleys that is to be seen
anywhere in this round world of ours. The dizzy
railway-track as it wound up the precipitous side of
a mountain opened a magnificent valley to our view,
filled from end to end with closely-arrayed pines and
cedars and flanked on either side by peak and pin-
nacle, overtopping which stood Mount Stephen on
one hand and the Cathedral Mountain on the other,
with the Kicking Horse River glistening far down